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Enter King Henry, Exeter, two'Bifbops , Clarence, 
and ether attendants, 

Exeter, 

S Hall I call in th*Amba{fador$ my Liege ? 

Ktng. Not yet my coufin,till webe refolu*d 
Offome fetious matters touching vs and France . 

r Bj(b. God and his Angels guard your facred throne. 
And make you long become it. 

Ktng .Sure we thanke you : and good my Lord proceed 
Why the Law Saliqtte which they haue in France^ 

Or {hould or (hould not ftop in vs our claime : 

And God forbid my wife and learned Lord, 

That you fhould faflii on, frame, or wreft the fame. 

For God doth know how many now in health. 

Shall drop their blood, in approbation 
Of what your reuerence (hall incite vs too. 

Therefore take heede how you itnpawne our perfon , 
How you awake the fleepingfword of warre.* 

We charge you in the name of God cake heede. 

After thisconiuration,fpeake n-y L o-d f 
And we will iudge, note.and beleeue in heart. 

That what you fpeake, is waflu as pure 
As lin iabaptifme. 

A* TtjJh, 
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The Chronicle Hitt dry 

Eijh.Thtn hearc me gracious Soueraigne, & you Pecres 
Which owe your hues, your faith, and feruices ' 

To this imperiall Throne : 

There is no bar to ftay your highnefle claime to France 
Buc one ; whi'ch they produce from paramount ,• 

No female fhall fucceed in Salique Land ; 

Which Saliqae Land, the French vniuftly gloze 
To be the Realme of France, 

And Faramomt the founder of this law and female barre. 
Yet their owne writers faithfully affirme, 

That the Land Saliqae lyes in Germany, 

Betweene the floods of Sabec^ and of Elme , 

Where Charles the fife hauing fubdude the Saxon* 

There lefc behinde, and fetled certairie French, 

Who holding in difdainc the Germane women*, 

For fomc dilhoneft manners of their liues, 

Efhbiifin there this Law. To wit. 

No female Ihall fucceed in Saltque Land : 

Which Salique land (as I haue fayd before) 

Is at this time in Germany, call’d Mefene. 

Thus doth it well appeare, the Salique law 
Was not deuifed for thc.Rcalme of France .* 

Nor did the French poflefle the Salique land, 

Vntill foure hundred one and twenty ycarcs 
After the function of King Paramount , 

Godly fuppofd the founder of this Law. 

Hugh Capet alfo that vfurpt the Crowne, 

To fine his Title with fome (hew of truth. 

When in pure truth it was corrupt and nought t 
Conuey’d himfelfe asheiretothe Lady In^er, 

Daughter to Charles theforefayd Duke o \ Lorain t 
So that as cleere as is the fummers Sun, 

King Pipins Title, and Hugh Capets claime. 

King Charles his fatisfa&ion, all appeare 
To hold in right and title of the female : 

So do the Lords of France vntill this day, 

Howbcic they would hold vp this Salique Law 



of Henry the fift.. 

To barre your highnefle claiming from the tcimie, 
h nd rather choofe to hide them in a net. 

Then amply to embrace their crooked caules, 

Vfurpt from you 3nd your progenitors. 

X.May we with right and confcience make this CjJfiar 
Bi, The fin vpon my head dread Soueraigne r 
Form the Jfooke of Numbers it is writ, 

When’the Tonne dyes, let the inheritance 
Defcend vnto the daughter. 

Noble Lord, ftand for your owne, 

Vnwinde your bloody flagge, 

<g o my dread Lord to your great Grandfires graue. 

From whom you claime : 

And your great Vnckle Edward the blacke Prince, 

Who on the French ground playd a Tragedy, 

Making defeatc on the full power of France , 

Whilft his moft mighty father on a hill, 

Stood finding to behold his Lyons whelpe,' 

Foraging the blood of French Nobility. 

O Noble Englifli, that could entertaine 
With halfe their forces the full power of France : 

And let another halfe ftand laughing by. 

All out of worke, and colde for a&ion. 

Ktng.W e muftitot onely arme vs gainft the French , 
But lay downe our proportion for the Scot, 

Who will make rode vpon vs with all aduantages, 

S/.’Fbe Marches gracious foueraigne,fhalbe fuftieient 
To guard your England from the pilfering borderers. 

King, We do not mcane the coutfing fneakers onely . 
But feare the maine entendment of the Soot s 
For you fhall read, neuer my great Grandfather 
Vnmaskt his power for France , 

But that the Scot on his vnfurnifht kingdome. 

Came pouring like the tide into a breach. 

That England being empty of defences, . 

Hath fliooke and trembled at the brute hccreof. 

Bijh , She hath bin then more fear’d then hurt my Lord ; 

A j For 
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For heare her but cxamplified by her felfe. 

When all her chiualry hath bene in France, 

And lire a mourning widdow ofher Nobles. 

She hath her felfe not onely well defended, 

But taken and impounded (as a flray)the King ofSeotte: 
V Vhom like a caytiffe (he did kade to France * 

Filling your Chronicles as rich with praife, * 

As is tliecwfcandbottomcofthefea. 

With funken wracke, and fhipkffe treafurie. 

Lord, There is a faying very old and true,. 

If you will France win. 

Then with SeotlandRtft begin : 

For once the Eagle England being in pray. 

To his vnfurniflitNeft the wcazlc <Sc#r * 

W ould fucke her Egges, 

Playing the Moufe in abfyice of the Cat, 

To lpoyle and hauocke more then (he can cat. 

Exe, I c followcs then, the Cat muft flay at home. 

Yet that is but a curft ncceflity. 

Since we haue traps to catch the petty thceucs ; 

Whllft that the armed hand doth fight abroad, 
Theaduifed head controllcs at home: 

For gouernment though high or low, being put in parts, 
Congrueth with a mutaall confetvtlike muficke. 

Ufo. Truc.thercfore doth heauen 
Diuide the fate ofman in diuers fun&ions : 

Whereto is added as an aytne or But,Obcdience i 
For fo liue the hony bees, creatures that by awe 
Ordaine an a ft oforder to a peopled Kingdomc, 

They haue a King, and Officers of fort ; 

Where fomelike Magiftratescorre&athome: 

Others, like Merchants venture Trade abroad : 

Others, like foldiours armed in their flings. 

Make boot vpon the fommers Veluct bud : 

VVhich pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the T ent-royall oftheir Emperor j 
Who bufied in his maicfly,bchold 
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of Henry the fift. 

The finging Mafons building roofes ofGold, 

The ciuill Citizens lading vp the hony. 

The fad-ey’dluftice with his furlyhumme, ^ 

Deluicring vp to executors pale, the lazie caning drone. 
This I inferre, that twenty actions once a footc. 

May all end in one moment. 

As many arroweslofed feuerall wayes,fly toonemarke : 
As many feuerall wayes meete in one T owne : 

As many frefli ftreamesrun in onefelferfca . 

As many lines clofein the diall center? 

So may a thoufand aftions once a foote. 

End in one moment, and be all well born without defect. 
Therefore my Liege to France * 

Diuide your happy England into foure,. 

Of -which take you one quarter into France, 

And you withall, (hall make all Cjattta fhakc. 

If we with thrice that power left at home, 

Cannot defend our owne doore from the dogge. 

Let vs be beaten, and from henceforth lofe i 
The liame.of policy and hardineffe. . 

Kin . Call in the meffenger fent from the Dolphin, 

And by your ayde, the noble finnewes ©four Land, 

France being ours.weelbringit to our awe, . 

Or breake it all in peeces : 

Either our Chronicles fiiall with full mouth fpeake 
Freely of our a&$, or elfe like tonguekffe mutes. 

Not worfiiipt with a paper Epitaph: 

Enter the Amb.iffadors from France. 

Now are we well prepard.to know the Dolphins pleafutc 
For we heare y our comming is from him. 

tSfmbaf. Pleafeth your Maiefty to giue vs leaue 
Freely torender what we haue in charge. 

Or fiiall I fparingly (hew a farre off. 

The Dolphins pleafure, and our Embaffage ? 

King.SNz are no tyrant, but a Chriftian King, 

To whom our fpirit is as fubie£l, . 

As arc our wretches fettered in our prifons, . 

There- 
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Therefore freely, and with vneurbed fjoldnefle 
Tell vs the Dolphins minde. 

Ambaf. Thcnthis in fine thcDolphin faiefi, 

Whereas you claitne certaine Townesin France. 

From yourpredeceflbr King Edward the third, * 
THishereturnes : ' 

He fai th , there's nought i n France, 

ThatcanbcwirbajumbleGalliardwonne, s 

You cannot reuell into Dukedomes there : 

Therefore he fendeth meeter for yourftudic 
This tun oftreafure : and in lieu ofthis. 

Defires to let the Dukedomes that you craue 

Heare no more from you. This thcDolphin faith. > 

King. What treafure Vnckle ? 

Sxe. Tennis balles my Liege, 

King. Wee are glad the Dolphin is fo pleafant withvs. 
Your meflage, and his prefent we accept. 

When we haue matcht our Rackets to thefe balles. 

We wil by Gods grace play him fuclj a fet, 

Shal ftrike his fathers Cro wne into the hazard. 

Tell him he hath made a match with fuch a wrangler. 
That all the courts of France fhalbe difturbd with chafes. 
And we vndetftahd him welljhow he comes ore vs 
With our wilder daies, 

Not meafuring what vfe we made of them. 

We neuer valew’d this poore feate of England, 

And therefore gauc our felues to barbarous Liccnfc, 

As tis common feene. 

That men are merrieft When fhey are from home. 

But tell the Dolphin we will keepc our Rate, 
BelikeaKing, mighty, and command. 

When we do rowfe vs in the Throne ofFrance, 

For this we haue layd by our Maiefty, 

And plodded like a man for working dayes. 

But we will rife therewith fo full of glory. 

That wc will dazlc all the eyes ofFrance, 

1 ftrike the Dolphin blinde to lopke on vs». 



oj Henry the jift. 

And tell him this. 

His mockehath turn’d his balles to gun-flones. 

And his foule fhall fit fore charged, for the waft full 
Vengeance that fhall flyefrom them. 

For this his mocke, 

Shall mocke many a wife out of their dcare husbands, 
Mocke mothers from their fonnes, mocke Caftlcs down. 
I, fome are yet vngotten and vnbornc, 

That fhall haue caufe to, curfethe Dolphins fcorne. 

But this lies all within the will o f God, 

To whom we do appeale : and in whofe name, 

Tell you the Dolphin we are comming on. 

To venge vs as we may, and to put forth our hand 
In a right caufe : fo get you hencq,and tell your Prince, 
His ieft will fauour but of (hallow wit, 

When thoufands weepe more then did laugh at ir. 
Conuey them with fafe condudf; fee them hence. 

Exe. This was a merry meflage. 

King.Vie hope to make the fender blufh at it : 

Therfore let our collection for the wars be foon prouided 
For God bcfore,weol check the Dolphin at his fathers 
Doorc : therefore let euery man now taske his thought. 
That this faire aCtion may on footc be brought. 

Exeunt omnex. 

* 

Enter Nim andT ardolfe. 

^itf'.Good morrow Corporal! Nim. 
iVjTW.Good morrow Lieutenant Bardolfe, *- 
Bar. What, is Ancient Pifioll and thee friends yet ? 
Nim.J cannot tell, things muft be as they may .* 

I dare not fight,but I will winke and bolfl out mine Iron, 
Tis a fimple one,but what tho ; twil ferue to toftc cheefe. 
And it will endure cold as another mans fword will. 

And theres the humour of it. 

Rrfr.Ifaith Mi fffeffe Quickly did thee great wrong, 

For thou wert troth-plight to her. 

B 



Nim. 
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Nim.l muft do as I may,tho patience be a tired mate 
Yet fhcel plod, and Tome fay kniues haue edges. 

And men may fleepe and haue their throates about them 
At that time, and there’s the humor of it. 

Iter. Come ifaith,Ilebeftow a breakfaft to make PftoU 
and thee friends. What a plague fhould we carry kniues 
to cut our owne throates. 

Mra.Ifaith ile liue as long as I may.that’s the certain* of 
it. And when I cannot liue any longer, Ile do as I may 
And there’s my reft,and the randeuous of it. 

Enter 7 1 stall ,and Ho fits hie wife, 

r B * r ± Good morrow ancient Piftoll. 
heerc comes ancient Pitt oil, l prethec Nim be quiet. 

Nim . How do you my hoft ? 

Pitt.Bafe flaue,callcft thou me hoft ? 

Now by gads lugges 1 fwcare,I fcornc the title,. 

Nor (hall my ATW/keepe lodging, 

Hoft , No by my troth not I, 

For we cannot bed nor boord halfe a fcore gentlewomen 
That liue honeftly by the pricke of their needle. 

But it is thought ftraight we keepe a bawdy-houfe. 

0 Lordjhcere’s Corporall Nimpovi (hall 

We haue wilfull adultery and murther committed.* 

Good Corporall Nim (new the valour of a man. 

And put vp your fword. Nim. Pufli. 

P<^.What,doft thoupufh,thou prickeard cur of Ifeland 
A7V«*.Willyou fhog off? I would haue you folus. 
A/?.SqJps, egregious dog, that folus in thy throate, 

And in thy lungs,and which is worfe, within 

Thy mesful] mouth,I do retort that folus 

In thy bowels, and in thy law perdie j for I can talke, 

And Pittolt flaftving fiery cocke is vp. 

Nim.\ am not Barbafom, you cannot coniure me y- 

1 haue an humor Piftoll to knocke you indifferently well, 
And you fall foule w'rth me Piftoll, 

lie fcoure you with my Rapier in faire tearmes. 




If you will walke off a little, 

lie pricke your guts a little in good tcraies. 

And there’s the humor of it. 

fift.O braggard vile, and damned furious wight. 

The grauedoth gape, and groaning death is neere. 
Therefore exall. They dr aw. 

•Bat. Hcare ine,hc that ftrikes the firft blow, 
lie kill him,as I am a Souldier. 

P,ft. An oath of mickle might, and fury (hall abate. 
Nim . Ile cut your throat at one time or another 
In faire termes : and there’s the humor of it. 

Pift .Couple gorge is the word,I thee defie agen ; 

A damned hound,thinkft thou my fpoufc to get ? 

No, to the powdering tub of infamy. 

Fetch foorth the lazar kite of Crefides kinde, 

Doll Tear-fbeete,fhe by name, and her efpowfe 
I haue,and I will hold, the quandom quickly. 

For the onely (he and Paco.there it is enough. 

Enter the Bey. 

ifcj.Hoftes.you muft come ftraight to my Mafter, 

And you hoft Piftoll. 

Good BArdolfeyut thy nofe betweene the fhcetes. 

And do the office of a warning pan. 

Hoft. By my troth hee’lyceld the Crow a pudding one of 
thefe dayes. 

He go to him,hu$band you’l come ? 

iter.Come Piftoll be friends. 

Nim, prethce be friends, and if thou wilt not. 

Be enemies with me too. 

Ni.l dial haue my eight (hillings I won of you at betting 
7ifl . Bafe is the flaue that payes. 
iVi.That now I will haue, and there’s the humor of it. - 
Pift. hi manhood (hall compound. They dr aw. 

Aar.He that ftrikes the firft blow. 

He kill him by this fword. 

Pi .Sword is an oatb,and oathes muft haue their coutfe. * 

B a Him. 
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Nim.l fliall hauc my eight fhillings I wonoe of you at 
betting. 

Vift.k noble fhalt thou haue,and ready pay. 

And liquor likewife will I giue to thee. 

And friendfhip (ball combinde out brotherhood, 
lie iiuc by JVim,zs Nins fhall liue by me : 

Is nor this iud? for I fhall Sutler be 
Vnto the Campe,and profit will occrue. 

Nim\ fhall haue my noble ? 

T^.Incafh mod truely paid. 

JV/'w.Why theres the humor of it. 



Enter Hoftes. 

Hoftes , As cuer you came ofmen come in,- 
Sir /<>&», poore foule is fo troubled , 

With a burning tafhan conti gian feuer.tis wonderful!. 

P ift .Let vs condole the knight ; fot lamkins we Wii Hue. 

Extmt armies. 
Enter Exeter and G fatter. 

Gfafl . Before God my Lord,his Grace is too bold to 
trud thefe traytors. 

•£xe . They fhall be apprehended by and by. 
gioft.l but the man that was his bedfellow. 

Whom he hath cloyed and graced with Princely fauftrs , 
That he fhould for a forreigne purfe,to fell 
His Soueraignes life to death and trechery. 

Exe.O thelord of CMasfhzm. 



Enter the King and three Lords. 




AVtfjr.Now firs, the winde is faire,and we will aboord j 
My Lord of Cambridge ^ and my Lord of ’Masfham, 

And you my gentle Knight, giue me your thoughts, 

Do you not thinkc the power we beare with vs , 

Will make vs Conquerors in the field of France ? 

Afasfham^H o doubt my Liege,ifeach man do his bed. 

Cam, 
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of limy the fift . 

^cw.Ncucr was Monarch better feared and loued then 
isyourMaiefiy. 

Grey. Eacn thofe that were your fathers enemies 

Haue fteeped their gals in hony for your fake. 

* jQ„g . We therefore haue great canfe of thankfulneflc, . 
And fhall forget the office of our hands ; 

According to their caufe and worthinefle. 

Maf.So feruice fhall with deelcd finewes fiiine. 

And labour fhall refrefh it felfe with hope 
To do your G.r.ace inceffant feruice. 

£/»g.Vncklc of Exeter.enlarge the man 
Committed yedcrday,that raild againd our perfon. 

We confider it was the heace of wine that fet him on, 

And on his more aduice we pardon him. 

Adaf.Thn is mercy, but too much fccurity j 
Let him be punifht Soueraigne, 

Lead the example of him,breed more of luch a kinde, 
Ktng.O let vs yet be mcrcifull. 

£am . So may your highncfle,and punifh too. 

Grey. Y ou ihew great mercy if you giue him life. 

After the taftc of his corrc&ion. . 

King. AlafTc,y our too much care and loue of me. 

Are heauy orifons againd the poore wretch. 

If little faults proceeding on diftemper. 

Should not be winked at, . . 

How fhould we dretch our.cye,when capital! crimes, 
Chewed,fwalIowed,and digefted,appeare before vs ; 
Weil yet enlarge the man,tho Cambridge and the reft 
In their dcare loues,and tender preferuation of our date. 
Would haue him punifht. - •• . 

Now to our French caufes. 

Who are the late Commiffioners ? 

Cam.Me one my Lord, 

V our highneflVbad me askefor it to day. 

Maf.So did yon me my Soueraigne. . 

Grcv.And me my Lord. 




TbeCkrmcleUiShry 

Kinz, Then Richard Earle of Cambridge , there is vou« 
There is yours, my Lord of Majham : ' 

And fir Thmat grey, knight of Northumberland 
This fame is yours; * 

Readc them,and know we know your vvorthineffe, 

V tickle Exeter, I will aboord to night. 

Why how now Gentlemenjwhy change you colour } 
What fee you in thofe papers. 

That hath fo chafed your blood out of apparance? 

Cam . I do confeflemy fault, and do fubmit me 
„ To your highneffe mercy. 

Majb . To which we all appeale. 

.K/»£.The mercy which was quit in vs but late. 

By your owne reafons is fore-ftald and donet 
Y ou mull not dare forfhamc to aske for mercy. 

For your owne confciencc turne vpon your bofomes 
As dogs vpon their mailers worrying them. 

See you my Princcs,and my NoblePcercs, 

Thefc cngliih Monfiers.* 

My Lord of Cambridge here. 

You know how apt we were to grace him 
In all things belonging to his honor; 

And this vilde man hath for a few light crownes, 

Ligh tly confpir’d and fworne vnto the pra&iies of France, t 
T o kill vs heere in Hampton. To the which. 

This knight, no lefle in bounty bound to v* 

Then Cambridge i$,hath like wife fworne. 

But oh, what (hall I fay to thee falfe man. 

Thou crueli,ingratefull,and inhumane creature. 

Thou that didfl bearethe key of all my counfcll. 

That knewft the very feercts of my heart. 

That almoft mightll hauc coyn’d me into gold ; 

Woufldft thou haue prailifde on me for thy vfe? 

Can it be poffible y that out of thee 

Should proceed oneiparkc that might annoy my fisiger? 

Tis fo ilrange,that tho the truth doth fhew as grofe 

A* 
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As black® from white,mine eye will fcarfely fee »r. 

Their faults are open, 

Arreft them to the anfwer of the law. 

And God acquit them of their pra&ifcs, 

Exe.l arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Richard , Earle of Cambridge. 

I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Henry , Lord of Adafiam, 

I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Thoma* Grey , 

Kni ght of Northumberland. 

Mafb.Out purpofes God iuifly hath diicouered, 

And I repent my fault more then my death. 

Which I befcech your Maicfty forgiue. 

Although my body pay the price of ir. 

King . God quit you in his mercy. 

Hcareyour fentence. 

You haue conlpir’d againft our royall Perlbn, 

Ioyried with an enemy proclaim'd and fixed. 

And from his Coffers rcceiued the golden earned of our 
death. 

Touching our perfon we feeke no redrelfe. 

But. ty® our kingdomes fafety mud fo tender, 

Whofe ruine you haue fought. 

That to our lawes we do deliueryou. 

Get youhence, poore mifcrable creatures to your death. 
The tafte whereof,God in his mercy giueyou patience 
To endure,and true repentance of all your deeds amifle : 
Beare them hence. 

Exit three Lords. 

Now Lords to France : Theenterprife whereof. 

Shall be to you as vs,fucceffiuely. ; (vva.y 3 

SinceGod cut off this dangerous treafon lurking in our 
Cheerly to fea,the fignes of war aduance ; 

NoKing of England, if not King of France. 

Exit owner. 

Enter 
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Enter Nmfitfielifiardolfefilofier^ndaboy, 

Hofi. I prethee Tweet heart. 

Let me bring thee To farre as Stanes. 

P/'tf.No fur,nofur. 

£<*r.Well,fir Iohn is gone, God be with him, 

Hofi. I, he is in Arthors bofome, ifeuerany were 
He went away as if it were dcryfotnbd childe, 
Betweene twelue and one, 
lull at turning of the tide; 

His nofe was as fliarpe asapen; 

For when I faw him fumble with the /beets. 

And talke of flowers, arid fmile vpori his fingers ends, 

1 kne w there was no way but one. 

How now fir /o£»,quoth I ? 

And he cryed three times,God,God,God, 

Now I to cortifort him,bad him net thinke of God, 

I hope there was no filch need. 

Then he bad me put more cloatheson hisfeete. 

And I felt to them, and they were as cold as any (lone. 
And to his knees, and they were as cold as any ftonc. 
And fo vpward,& vpward.arid all was as* cold as ft'o'ne, 
Him . They fay he cride o’up ori Sacke. 
^/.Ithathedid.” ’ 

Boy.hnA of wromen. " ' ' ’ ' ’ r ‘ 

Hofi.No that he did not. 

"Boy . Yes that he did,8c fed they were diuels incarnste. 
Hofi .Indeed carnajtion was a colour he neuer loued. 
iV»».Well,he did cry out on women. 

Hofi . Indeed he d id in fome fort handle women 
But then he was rumaticke. 

And talke of the whore of Babilon. 

fifly.Hoftes.doyou remember he faw a Flea /land 
V pon Bardolfes nofe, and fed it was a blacke foulc 
Burning in hell ? 

Bard, 
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of Henry the fift. 

#4r. Well, God be with him. 

That was all the wealth I got in his feruice. 

/Vi>»,Shall we (hog off? 

The king will be gone from Southampton. 

Vifi .Clearc vp thy criftals, 

Tooke to my chattels and my moueables ; 

Truft none } the word is pitch and pay : 

Mens words are wafer cakes, 

And hold faft is the onely dog my deare. 

Therefore cophetuabe thy counfellor. 

Touch her foft lips and part. 

iter.Farewcll hofteffc. 

Nint.l cannot kis.and theres the humor of it* 

But adieu. 

/>/7?.Keepe faft thy buggleboe. 

Exit omnes. 

"Enter King of France, * Bourbon , Dolphin, 
and others. 

X’/^-Nowyou Lords of Or leaner. 

Of Bourbon , and of Berry , 

You fee the King of Eugland is not flacke. 

For he is footed on this Land already. 

Dolphin. My gracious Lord, 

Tis tneete we all go foorth, 

And arme vs againft the foe : 

And view the weake and fickly parts of France : 

But let vs do it with no fhew of feare. 

No with no more,thcn if we heard 
England were troubled with a Morris dance. 

For my good Lord.fhe is fo idely kingd. 

Her feepter fo fantaftically borne. 

So guided by a fhallow humorous youth. 

That fearc attends her not. 

f w.O peace Prince Dolphin, you dcceiueyourfclfe, 

C Qiicfticm 
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Quezon your Grace the late Embaflador 
Wjth what regard he heard his Embafrage* 

How well fupplied with aged Counfellors 
And how his refolgtion anfwer’d him. 

You then would lay, that Harry was not wildc. 

Well, thinke we Harry tfrong, 

And ftrongly arme vs to preuent the foe. 

CW.My Lordjhccre is an Ambaflador 
From the King of England. 

Ki»g.?>\& him come in. 

You fee this chafe is hotly followed, Lords. 

Dol.Uy gracious father, cut vp this Englifh ftort 
Se.fe-louc my Liege is not fo vile a thing 
Asfclfe-negletfing. 5 

Enter Exeter. 

King . From our brother of England ? 

E.ve.From him, and thus he greets your Maieftv 
He wils you in the name of God Almighty, Y * 

That you deueft yourfeIFe,and lay apart 
That borrowed title, which by gift of heauen. 

Of law,ofnature,and of Nations,longs 
To him and to his lieires, namely the Crowne 
And all wideflretched titles that belongs 
Viito the crowne of France , that you may know 
Tis no hniltcr,norno awkeward daime 
Pickt horn the wormeholes ofold vanifln daies 
Nor from the dull of old obliuion rackt. 

He fends you thefe mod memorable lines 
In euery branch truely demonftrated : ’ 

Willing you ouerlooke this pedigree. 

And when you finde him cuenly deriued 
From nis moft famed and famous Anceftors. 
Edwardthe third j he bids you then refigne 
Your Crowne and Kingdome,indirc&ly held 
From mm,thenatiue and true Challenger. 



of Henry the jift. 

KtHgM not,what followes ? 

^.Bloody coAraint,for ify6u hide the crown 
Eucn in your hcarts,fherc will he rake for it : 
Therefore in fierce tempeft is he comming 
In thunder, and in earthquake,like a lone, 

That if requiring faile.he will compell it : 

And on your heads turncs he the widows tcarcs 
The orphants cries, the dead mens bones. 

The pining maidens grones. 

For husbands, fathers, and diftrefled louers, 

Which fhall be fwallowcd in this concrouerfie. 
This is his claime,his tbreatning, & my meflage, 
Vnleffe the Dolphin be in prefence heere, 

To whom exprefly we bring greeting too. 

Del. For the Dolphin ? I ftand here for him, 
What to heare from England. 

Exe.Scotn 8c defiance, flight regard,contcmpt, 
And any thing that may not mif-become 
The mighty fender, doth he prize you at .• 

Thus faith my King. Vnles your fathers highnes 
Sweeten the bitter mockeyou fent his Maiefty, 
Hee’l call you to fo loud an anfwer for it. 

That Caues and wombly Vaults of France 
Shall chide yourtrefpafle, 8c returne your mock, 
In fecond accent of his Ordenance. 

‘Dol. Say that my father render fairc reply, 

It isagainftmy will : 

For I defire nothing fo much. 

As oddes with England. 

And for that caufe, according to his youth, 

I did prefent him with thofe Paris balks. 

Exe. Hce’l make your Tarts Louer flaake for it. 
Were it the Miftrefle Court of mighty Europe. 
And be allured, you’l finde a difference. 

As we his fubieftshaue in wonder found. 
Between® his yonger daies,and thefe he mufteps n< 

C i 
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Now he weighes time cuen to the lateft graine 
Which you {hall finde in your owne Ioffes, * 

If we ftay in France. 

K/**. Well, for vs you (hall rcturne our anfwer baefce 
To our brother of England* 

Enter N im^ardolfe, PifioH.and Boy. ^ 

iVirVw.Before God hceres hot feruice. 

P;/7.Tis hot indeed, dIowcs go and come 
Gods vaffals drop and dye. 

/V«w,Tis honor,and there’s the humor of it. 

Bey. Would I werein London, 

Ide giue all my honour for a pot of Ale. 

P til. And 1 ; if wifties would preuaile, 

I would not ftay,buc thither would I hie. 

Enter F/ewellen y and beats them in. 

Flew. Gods plud,vp to the breaches 
You rafcals,will you not vp to the breaches ? 

Nim. Abate thy rage fweete knight. 

Abate thy rage. 

Boy.SWtW^ would I were once from them • 

They would hauc me as familiar 

■With mens pockets.as their Gloues and their 

Handkerchers.they will fleale any thing. 

BardolfeQ. ole a Lutc-cafe,carried it three mile. 

And fold it for three halfepence. 

Kint ftole a fire-ftiouell, 

I knew by that,they meant to carry coalcs-.* 

Well,ifthey will not leaue me, 

1 meanc to leaue them. 

Exit Nim ) 'Bardolfe i Piffgll^nd‘Eoy. 

Enter Cower. 

tyoaw.Captaine Flewe lien, you muft come firaic 
To the Minesjto the Duke of Gloiler. 



of Henry the fift. 

Fiew.Looltc you, tell the Duke it is not fo good 
To come to the Mines : the concuaueties is o therwife. 
You may difeuffe to the Dukc,the enemy is digd 
Himfelfe fine yards vndcr the countermines : 

By lefhn I thinkeheel blow vp all. 

If there he no better diredtion. 

vilarttm. Enter the King and his Lords. 



King. How yet refolues the Gouernor of the Towne ? 
This is the lateft parley weel admit ; 

Therefore to our beft mercy giue your felues. 

Or like to men proud of deftru<ftion,defic vs to our worft. 
For as I am a fouldier,a name that in my thoughts 
Becomes me beft,if we begin the battery once again®, 

I will not leaue the halfe atchieued Harflew, 

Till in her afhes flic be buried, 

The gates of mercy are all (hut vp. 

What fay you, will you yeeld and this auoid, 

Or guilty in defence be thus dcitroid ? 



Enter Gouernor . 



Gouer.Qux expe&ation hath this day an end .• 
The DoIphin,whom of fuccout we entreated, 
Retomcs vs word, his powers are not yet ready 
i © raife fo great a fiege : therefore dread King, 
We yeeld ous towne and Hues to thy foft mercy : 
Enter our gates.difpofe of vs and ours. 

For we no longer are defenfiue now. 

Inter Katherine and tAlice. 



Kate. Alice venecia, vous aues cates en, 
Vou parte fort bon Angloys englatara, 
^•oman fae palia vou la main cn francoy* 

C i 
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Alice.Li main madam dehan. 

Kate.E da bras. 

-^/;«.Dearma madam. 

Kate, Le main da ban la bras de arma, 

Alice.Oviyc Madam. 

Kate.E Coman fa pella vow la menton a la coll. 

Alice. Dc neck,c dc cin, Madam. 

Kate.E de neck, e decin,e decode. 

Alice. Dc cudie ma foy Ic oblye,mais Ic remembre, 

Le tude,o de elbo Madam. 

Kate.Ecowte le rcherfera,towt cella que lac apoandre, 
Dehan.de arma.de neck,du cro.e de bilbo. 

Alice, De elbo Madam. 

Kate.O Ieliijlea obloye ma foy,ecoute le rccontera 
Dc han,de arma,de neck,de cin,e de Cibola bon. 

AliceMzy foy Madam, vou parla au fe bon Angloy, 
Afie yous aues ettue en Englatara. 

Kate. Par la grace de deu an petty tanes, le parlc milleut 
Coman fc pella vou le peide lc robe. 

Alice. Le foot,e le con. 

Kate.Le foot,e le con,0 Icfu 1 le ne veu poin& parle, 
Sie plus deuant le che cheualircs de franca. 

Pur one million ma foy. 

Alice. Madam, de foote,e le con. 

Kate.O et ill aufie,ccoutc Alice ,de han,de arma, 

Dc neck,de cin,le foote,e de con. 

Alice: Cet fort bon Madam. 

Kate. A loues a diner. 

Exit omnes. 

Enter King of France, Lord Confiableybt 
Dolphin, and Boar bon. 

Xttg.Tis ccrtaine be is paft the Riuer Some. 

Ccw.Mordeu ma via : Shall a few Ipranes ofvs. 

(The emptying of our fathers luxery) 



of Henry the fift- 
Outgrow their grafters, 
S«r.Normanes,baftardNormanes,mordu» 

And if they palfe vnfought withall, 
lefell my Dukedome for a foggy Farme 
In that Ihort nooke lie of England. 

Con. Why whence haue they this mettall ? 

Is not their Climate raw,foggy,and cold. 

On whom,as in difdainc,the Sunne lookes pale ? 

Can barley broth, a drench for fwolne lades. 

Their fodden water decockt fuch liueiy blood ? 

And lhall our quicke blood/pirited with wine, s 
Seeme frofty ? O for honour of our names, 

Let vs not hang like frozen Icefickles 

Vpon our houfes tops, while they(a more frofty Climate) 

Sweate drops of youthfull blood. 

^/w^.Conftable difpatch,fend Montioy foorth, 

T o know what willing ranfome he will giue : 

Sonne Dolphin, you lhall ftay in Rhone with me, 

Z?o/.Not fo,I do befeech your Maiefty, 

•£/'»£. Well,I fay it lhall be fo. 

Fxemt onms, 

Enter Gower and FUmllen, 

GWfr.How now Captaine Flewellcn, 

Come you from the bridge ? 

Flew. By Ielus there’s excellent feruice committed at 
the bridge ? 

Gower. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe ? 

FAov.The Duke of Exeter is a man whom I loue. 

And I honour, and 1 worlhip with my foule,. 

Arid my ljeart,and my life, 

And my fand$,and my liuings. 

And my vttermoft powers. 

The Duke is lookeyou, 

God be praifed and pleafed for it,. 

No harme in the worell. 

He 



The Chronicle History 

He is maintaine the Bridge very gallantly : 

There is an Enfigne there, 

I do not know how you call him, 

But by lejha I thinke he is as valiant a* Marke Anthony 
He doth maintaine the Bridge mofi gallantly ; 

Yet heis aman ofno reckoning ; , 

But I. did lee him do gallant fernice. 

Couer , how do you call him > 
flew, his name is ancient PittoH. 

Getter. I know him not. 

Enter Ancient PtfioU. 

flew.Y^o you not know him,here comes the man, 
P/7?.Captaine,I thee befeech to do me a fauour. 

The Duke of Exeter doth loue thee well. 
flew .1, and I praife God I haue merited fome loue at his 
hands. 

PinjBxrdolfe a fouldier,one of buxfome valour. 

Hath by furious fate, and giddy Fortunes fickle whcele. 
That God’s blinde that Bands vpon the rowling reftlelfe 
ftone. 

Flew. By your patience Ancient Piftell } 

Fortune looke you is painted plinde. 

With a mufler before her eyes. 

To fignifie to you,that Fortune is plinde s 
And (he is moreouer painted with a whcele. 

Which is the Morall that Fortune is turning. 

And inconftant, and variation, and mutabilities •• 

And her fate is fixed at a fphericall Bone, 

Which rollcs, and rolles,and rolles ; < 

Surely the Poet is make an excellent defeription of rot- 
tune. 

Fortune looke you is an excellent Morall. 

P//?, Fortune is Bardotfes foe, and frownes on him. 

For he hath Bolne a packs, and hangd raufl he be j 
A damned death, let gallowes gape for dogs. 



of Henry the fift. t 

Let man go free, and let not death his windpipe flop. 

But Exeter hath giuen the doome of death. 

Therefore go^'pe^Jke^theDuke will heare thy voice., 

And let notTardelfes vitall thred be cut. 

With edge of penny cord,and vile approach. . 

Speake Captaine for his life,and I will thee requite. # 
W.Captaine P0oll } I partly vnderfland your meaning. 
Pill, Why then reioyce therefore. 

F/cw.Certainly Ancient Pittoll , 

Tis not a thing to reioyce at, 

For if he were my owne brother, I would wilh the Duke 
To do his pleafure.and put him to executions ; 

For looke you,difciplines ought to be kept. 

They ought to be kept. 

Pttt* Die and be damned,and a fig for thy fnendihip* 
Flew. That is.good. 

Fiji. The. figge of Spaine within thy law, 

F7«*»,That is very well. 

Pift. I fay the fig within thy bowels 8c thy durty maw. 

1 ° Exit PM. 

Flew. Captaine Gower > cannot you heare it lighten and 
thunder ? 

GowtrMhy is this the Ancient you told me of? 

I remember him now, he is a bawd,a cut-purfe. 

Flew. By Iefus he is vtter as praue words vpon the bridge 
As you (hall defire to fee in a foramers day ; 

But tis all one,what he hath fed to me, 

Looke you,is all one. 

G ower .Why this is a gull, a foole,a rogue 
That goes to the wars oncly to grace himfelfc 
Athisreturneto London : 

And fuch fellowes as he, 

Areperfeift in great Commanders names. 

They will learne by rote where fcruiccs were done. 

At luch and fuch a (concept fuch a breach. 



At 
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At fuch a «muoy,who came offbraueIy,who was fiiot 
Who difgraced,whac termes the enemy flood on. * 
And this they conperfe&iy in phrafe ofwarre. 

Which they cricke vp with new tun’d oathes, ’ 

And what a beard of the Gsnerals.cut, 

And a horrid Ihout ofthe Campe 
Will do among the foming bottles and alcwafht win- 
Is wonderfull to be thought on but you muft learnc 
To know fuch flanders ofthis age. 

Or clfe you may meruclloufly be miflooke. 

T/e^.Gcrtaine Captaine Gower, it is not the man, 
Looke you, that I did take him to be : 

But when time fliall ferue, I final] tell him a little 
Of my defires .* heere comes bis Maiefly. 

Snter King, Clarence ^/ofier, and others. 

King, How now Flcwcllen, come you from the bridge? 

Flew. I and it fliall pleafe your Maiefly, 

There is excellent feruice at the bri dge. 

King.VJhn men haue you loft Flcwellen ? 

Flew. And it fliall pleafe your Maiefly, 

The partition ofthe aduerfary hath bcene great. 

Very reafonably grear,but for our owne parts, 

I thinke we haue loft neuer a man,vnlefle it be one 
I’or robbing of a Church,one T'ardolfe, if your Maiefly 
Know the man,his fa ce is full of whelks, and knubs. 

And pump.les,and hisbreath blowesat hisnofc 
Like a coale, fometimesred,fometimes plew ; 

But G.od be praifcd,now his nofc is executed. 

And his fire out. 

King. We would haue all offenders fo cut off. 

And here we giuc exprefle commandemenr. 

That there be nothing taken from the villages 
But paid for ; none of the French abufed. 

Or vpbraidtd with difdainfull language : 

For when cruelty and lenity play for a Kingdome, 

The gcntleftgamefter is the looncr winner# 

Enter 



of Henry tbefift. 

Enter the French Her attld. 

Herald . You know me by my habite. 
jRT/aj.Well then,we know thee. 

What ftiould we know of thee? 

Her My Matters minde. Ktng.Vmola it. 

Her. Go thee vnto Harry of England,and tell him, 
Aduantagc is a better fouldier then rafhnefle : 

Although we did feeme dead,we did but (lumber. 

Now we fpeakc vpon ourkue,&our voyceis imperial!, 
England fhall repent her folly,fee her raftmefle. 

And admire our fufferance.VVhich to ranfomc. 

His pettineffe would bow vnder : 

For the effufion of our blood, his army is too weake j 
For the difgrace we haue borne, himfelfe kneeling 
At our fecte,a weake and worthleffc fatisfadtion. 

To this,adde defiance. 

So much from the King my Mafter, 

Jfr»£.VVhat is thy name ? we know thy quality. 
Herald . Montioy. 

KingiThou doft thy office faire.retume thee backe. 
And tell thy King, I do not fccke him now ; 

But could be well content, without impeach, 

T o march on to Callis ; for to fay the footh, 

(Though tis no wifedome to confefle fo much 
Vnto an enemy of craft and vantage) 

My fouldiers are with fickneffe much enfeebled. 

My Army leffencd,and thofe few 1 haue, 

Almoft no better then fo many French s 
Who when they were in heart,I tell thee Herald s 
I thought vpon one paire of Englifti legs. 

Did march three Frenchmens. 
YetGodforgiueme,thatIdobrag thus; 

Your aire of France hath blowne this vice in me. 

I muft repent, go tell thy M after here lam. 

My ranfomeis this fraile and worthlcfle body, 

My Army but a weake and fickly guard. 

D a Yet 
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Yet God before, we will come on, 

If France and filch another neighbor flood in our way 
If we may pafle.we will ; if wc be hindered, * 

We fbal your tawny groud with your red blood difcoloui 
So Montioy get you gone, there’s for yourpaines : 

The fum ofall our anfwere is but this. 

We would not feeke a battle as wc are; 

Nor as we are.wc fay we will not (bun it. 

Herald. 1 fhall deliuer fo ; thanks to your Maiefly* 

/ Glo fi ' My Li ege, I Hope they will not come vpon vs 
now. 

King.We are in Gods hand brother,not in theirs • 

1 o night wc will encampe beyond the bridge. 

And on to morrow bid them march away. * Exit 

Enter r BurbonyConfiable i Orleance i andGebon. 

ffl».Tut,I hauc the beft armour in the world. 

Orteance. You haue an excellent armour. 

But let my horfe haue his due. 

Bur. Now you talke of a horfe, 

I haue a rteed like the Palfrey of thefunne. 

Nothing but pure aire and fire. 

And hath none of this dull element ofearth within him* 

Orleance.Ue is of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

Bur .And of the heate of the Ginger. 

Turne all the fands into eloquent tongues. 

And my horfe is argument for them all : * 

I once writ a Sonnet in the praife ofmy horfe. 

And began thus. Wonder of nature. 

C<>n. 1 hauc heard a Sonnet begin fo. 

In the praife of ones MiftrcfTe. 

Bur. Why then did they imitate 
That which I writ in praife of my horfe. 

For my hotfe is my Miftrefle. 

Con. Ma foy the other day,me-thought 
Tour Miftrefle ftiooke you ftireyvdly. 



{>/ Henry the fi/t. 

'Zter.Ijbearing me.I tell thee Lord Con ft able. 

My MiftrcfTe weares her owne hairc. 

Con . I could make as good a boaft ot that, 

Tfl had a Sow to my Miftrefle. 

®«r.Tut,thou wilt make vie of any thing. 

Con . Yet I do not vfe my horfe for my Miftrehe. 

Bur. Will it neuer be morning ? 

He ride too morrow a mile. 

And my way (hall be paued with enghlh taces. 

Con. By my faith fo will not I, 

For feare I be out-faced of my way . 

r Bur. Well, ile go arme my felfe ; hay, .. £x> '• 

Gebon. The Duke of Burbon longs for morning, 
Orleance.lyhc longs to cate the Englifh. 

Con. I thinke hec’l eate allhckils. 

Orleatt. O peace, ill will neuer faid well . 

Con.ftc cap that Prouerbe, 

With there’s flattery in friendfhip. 

Orle.O fir, I can anfwer that, 

With giue the Diuell his due. 

Cow.Haue at the eye of that ProBerbe, 

With a ioggeofthe Diuell. 

Orle. Well, the Duke of Burbon is fimply 
The moft a<ft iue G entleman of France* 

^w.Doing his a£tiuity,and hee’l ftillbe doing* 
Or/e.He neuer did hurt as I heard off. 

£o».No I warrant you, nor neuer will. 

Orle . I hold him to be exceeding valiant. 

Con . I was told fo by one that knowes him better then 
you. 

Orle. Whofc that ? 

CW.Why he told me fo himfelfe. 

And faid he cared not who knew it. 

Or/<r.Well,who will go with me to hazard, 

For a hundred Englifh prifoners ? 

Con . You rnuft go to hazard your felfe, 
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Before you hauc them. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

MeJfMy Lords, the Englifli lie within a hundred 
Paces ofyour Tent. 

Cwr.VVbo hath meafured the ground ? 
fifejf, The Lord Cjranfeere. 

Con . A valiant man, an expert Gentleman. 

Come, come away, 

The Sun is hie, and we wearc out the day. Exit tmnet. 

Enter the King difgnifedyo him Tittolh 
Pifi.Ke ve la ? 

King. A friend. 

Ptfi. Difcus vnto me, art thou a gentleman? 

Or art thou common, bate, and popeler ? 

KinjT.No fir,I am a Gentleman of a Company. 
fPifi. Trailes thou thepuiflant Pike ? 

King, Euen fo fir. What are you > 

Pi ft. As good a gentleman as the Emperor. 

King.O then thou art better then the King. 

'Pifi.The Kings a bago.and a hart of gold, 

A lad of life, an impeof fame. 

Of parents good, of fiftmoft valiant : 

I kis his durty (hooe, and from my heart firings 
I loue the louely buily.What is thy name? 

King. Harry le Roy. 

. Pifi.Le Rfj, a Cornifh man j 
Artthou of Cornifh crew ? 

King, No fir,l am a IP'elchman. 

Pifi. A Welchman ; knowft thou TltwelUni 
King. I fir,he is my kinfman. 

Pifi. Art thou his friend ? 



Kino. I fir. 



King. 

Pifi . Figa for thee then ; my name is Pifieih 
King, It forts well with your fierccnelfe. 



oj Henry the fift, 
Pifi. fifieU is niy name. 



Exit PiSloH . 



F0. 



Enter Cower and Flewellen, 

(hmw.Captaine FleweKen. 

Flew. In the name of Iefu fpeakc lower. 

It is the greateft folly in the worell.wben the ancient 
Prerogatiues of the warres be not kept. 

I warrant you,ifyou Iooke into the wars of the Romanes , 
You (hall finde np tittle tattle, nor bibble babble there, 
But you {hail finde the cares,and the feares, 

And the ceremonies to be otherwife. 

gcw. Why the enemy is loud : you heard him all night, 
Flew.Godes follud.if the enemy be an alfe & a foole. 
And a prating cocks-combc, is it meet thatwebealfo 
Afoole, an d a prating cocks-combc. 

In your confidence now ? 

Gower. We fpeakc lower. 

Flew.l bcfeech you do,good Captaine Gower. 

Exit Gower andFlewellem 
King. Though it appeare a little out of faftiioa, 

Yet there’s much care in this. 

Enter three Souldiers. 
j.Soul.ls not that the morning yonder ?•' 
i.Sonl. I, we fee the beginning, 

God knowes whether we {hail fee the end or no. 

3.5a«/.Well,I thinke the King could wiflr himfelfe 
Vp to the necke in the middle of the Thames, 

And fo I would he were, at all aduentures,and I with him. 
K»sg.Now mafters good morrow, what chcare i 
3 .Soul.lt , aith fmall cheere fome of vs is like to haue. 

Ere this day to an end. 

King. Why feare nothing man, the king is frolike,. 
2.5o«/.I he may be, for he hath no caufe as we. 

King. Nay fay not fo,he is a man as we are, . 

The Violet fmels to him as vnto vs ; 

Therefore if he fe^reafons,he fcares as wedo, 

i.Soul,. 
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l.Soul, But the King hath a heauy reckoning to make 
If his caufe be not good ; when all thofe foules 
Whofe bodies lhall be flaughtcred here, 

Shall ioyne together at the latter day, 

And fay I dyed at fuch a place.Some fwearing ; 

Some their wines rawly left ; 

Some leaning their children poore behindethem. 

Now if his caufe be bad, 

I thinke it will be a greeuous matter to him. 

King. Why fo you may fay, if a man fend his feruant 
As Fadlor into another Country, 

And he by any raeanes mifearry. 

You may fay the bufinefle of the Matter 
Was the author of his feruants mif-fortune. 

Or if a tonne be imployd by his father, * 

And he fall into any leud a£tton,you may fay the father 
Was the author of his fonnes damnation. 

But the matter is not to anfwer for his leruant. 

The father for his fonne,nor the king for his fubie&s j 
For they purpofe not their deaths, 

When they crauc their feruices ; 

Some there are that haue the gift 
Ofpremeditated murder on them.* 

Others the broken feale of Forgcry,in beguiling maidens 
Now if thefe out-ftrip the law. 

Yet they cannot efcapeGods punifhment. 

War is Gods Beadle.War is Gods vengeance ; 

Euery mans feruice is the Kings : 

But euery mans foule is his owne. 
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I would not haue the king anfwer for me. 

Yet I intend to fight luftily for him. 

King .Well,I heard the king wold not be ranfomd. 

2. Soul . I he faid fo,to make vs fight ; 

But when our throats be cut,he may be ranfomd, 

Andweneuerthewifcr. 

King . If I hue to fee that, ile neuer truft hts word againe 
a.SW.Malfe you’l pay him then, 

Tis a great difpleafurc that an cider 
Gun can do againft a Cannon, 

Or a fubiedi: againft a Monarch. 

You'l nerc take his word againe,you are a naffe.goc. 
Kingdom reproofc is fomewhat too bitter ; 

Were it not at this time I could be angry. 

a Why let it be a quarrell if thou wilt. 

j£/jJ|.How (hall I know thee ? , 

i.Soul.Hetcs my gloue,which if euer I fee in tny hat^ 

lie challengethee,andjlrike thee. 

King. Here is ltkewife another of mine, 

And allure thee ile weare it. 

z.Soul, Thou dar’ft as well be hangd. 

3 .Soul&t friends you fooles. 

We haue French quarrels enow in hand. 

We haue no need of Englilh broyles. 

King.Tis no treafon to cut French Crowncs, 

For tomorrow the King himlelic will be a clipper. 

Exit the fottldters. 

Enter to the King, GloceBtr,Sfingham y 
and Attendants. 

King.O God of battels tteele my fouldiers harts, 

Take from them now the fence of reckoning. 

That the appofed multitudes which ftand before them. 
May not appale their courage. 

O not too day, not too day O God, 



Thinke 
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Thinke on the fault my father made. 

In comp afling the Cro wne. 

I Richards body haue interred new, , 

And on it hath beftow’d more contrite tcarcs. 
Then from it iffued forced drops of blood ; 

A hundred menhauelinycarcly pay. 

Which euery day their withered hands hold vp 
T o heauen,to pardon blood. 

And I h3ue built two Chanceries,more will I do 
Though all that I can do is all too little. 



Ml 

f Hi I 






Enter (flofter. 

Clo. My Lord. 

. King.My brother Glofters voice, 

G/o.My Lord,the army ftayes vpon your prefence. 

Ki ». Stay Glofter flay, and I will go with thee, 

The day, my friends, and all things ftayes forme. 

Enter Clarence £ loft er, Exeter Salisbury. 

{Par. My Lords, the French are very ftrong, 

£at.T here’s fiue to one, and yet they are all firefli. 

War. Of fighting men they haue full forty thoufand. 

&i/.The oddes is all too great. Farwell kindc Lords': 
Braue Clarence.and my Lord of Glofter, 

My Lord of Warwickc,and to all farewell. 

Cla, Farewell kinde Lords, fight valiantly to day. 

And yet in truth I do thee wrong, 

For thou art made on the true fparkesof honor. 

Enter King. 

War . O would we bad but ten thoufand men 
Now at this inftant,that doth not worke in England. 

JErw.Whofethat, that wifhes fo,my coufcn Warwick 
Gods will I would not loofe the honour 
One man would fliare from me. 

Not for my kingdome. 

No 
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No faith my Cofen, wilh not one man more. 

Rather proclaime itprefently through our camp 
That he that hath no ftomacke to this feaft 
Let him depart,his pafport (hall bee drawne. 

And crowncs for conuoy put into his purfc. 

We would not dye in that mans company. 

That feares his fellowfhip to dye with vs. 

This day is called the day of Crifpin :> 

He that out-liues this day, and fees olde age. 

Shall ftand a tipto when this day is named. 

And rowfe him at the name of Crifpin. 

He that out-liues this day,and comes fafe home. 
Shall yearly on the vigill feaft his friends. 

And, fay, to morrow is S.Crifpins day : 

Then (hall we in their flowing boules 
Be newly remembred. Harry the King, 

Bedford and Exeter , Clarence , and Glofter, 

Warwick^, and Torke , 

Familiar in their mouths as houfhold wordes. 

This ftory (hall the good man tell his fon. 

And from this day vnto the generall doome. 

But we in it (hall be remembred. 

We few, we happy few, we bond of brothers. 

For he to day that (heds his blood by mine 
Shall by my brother. Be he nere fobafe 
This day (hall gentle his condition. 

Then (hal he ftrip his fleeues,& (hew his fears. 

And fay,thefe wounds I had on Crifpins day. 

And Gentlemen in England now a bed. 

Shall thinke themfeluesaccurft. 

They were not there, when any fpeakes 
That fought with vs vpon S.Crifpines day. 

(jlo. My gracious Lord, 

The French is in the field. 

Kin. Why all things areready ifour mindes be fo. 
W ar.Perifli the man whofe minde is backward n< 

Ea 
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ftof.Thou doft not wifh more helpe from England, 
Cotifen ? 

War . Gods will my Liege, would you and I alone 
Without more helpe, might fight this battell our. * 

Why well faid.That doth pleafe me better. 

Then to wifh me onefYou know your charge, 

God be with you all. 

Enter the Herauldfrom the French. 

Her. Once more I come to know of thee king Henry , 
What thou wilt giue for ranfome ? 

King. Who hath fent tlvee now ? 

//er.The Conftable of France. 

Kmg.l prethee bearcmy former anfwer backe. 

Bid them atchieue me, and then fell my bones. 

Good God, why fhould they mocke good fellowes thus ? 
The man that once did fell the Lyons skin 
While the beaft liued,was kild with hunting him. 

And many of our bodies fiiali no doubt 
Finde graues within your Realme of France: 

Though buried in yoardunghils,we (hall be famed. 

For there the Sunne fhall grecte them. 

And draw vp their honors reaking vp to heaueiv 
Leauing their earthly parts to choake your clime ; 

The fmcll whereof, (Kail breed a plague in France ; 

Marke then abundant valour in our Englifh, 

Thatbeing dcad,l.ike to the bullets crafing, 

Breakes foorth into a fecond courfe of mifchicfe, 

Killing in relaps of mortality c 
Let me {peake proudly. 

There’s not a peeceof feather in our Campe^ 

Gqpd argument 1 hope we ffiall not flye, 

And time hath worne vs into flouendry. 

But by the maffe,our hearts are in the trim, 

And my poore fouldiers tell me,yet ere night 
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Thev*l be in frefher robes,or they will plucke 
The sav new deaths ore your French fouldiers earcs. 

And turne them out of feruice.lfthey do this, 

As if it pleafe God they jhall. 

Then (hall our ranfome foone be Icuied ; 

Saue thou thy labour Herauld, 

Come thou no more for ranfome, gentle Herauld. 

They (hall hauenought I fwcarc.but tbefe my bones .• 
Which if they haue.as I willleauevm them, 

Will yeeld them littlc,tell the Conftable. 

Her A fhall deliuer fo. 

Exit Herald. 

7V%.My gracious Lord,vpon my knee I crau* 

The leading of the vaward. 

X/ag.Take it braue Tor\e. 

Come fouldiers lets away. 

And as thou plcafeft God, difpofe the day. Emu 

Enter thefoure Trench Lords. 

CJehon. O diabello. 
frw.Mordu mavie. 

Orle.O what a day is this ] 

Bar.O lour dei houte all is gone, all is loft. 

Con.VVc are enow yet liuing in the field. 

To fmother vp the Englifh, 

]fany order might be thought vpon. 

•Sw. A plague of order,oncc more to the field. 

And he that will not follow Bttrbon now, 

Let him go home, and with his cap in hand. 

Like a bafe leno hold the chamber doorc. 

Why leaft by a (laue no gentler then my dog, 

His faireft daughter is contamuracke. 

Cow.Difordcr that hath fpoild vs, right vs now, 

Come we in heapes,wee’l offer vp our Hues 
Ymo thefe Engli(h,orelfe die with fame. 

B 3 



Come 
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Come, come along, 

Lets dye with honor,our fhamedothlaft too long., 

Sxit nmtt 

Enter Pitto U.the French man } md the hoy, 

Pifi. Eyld cnr,eyld cur. 

Trench . O Monfieur,ievou en preeauespctiedemoy. 
PtttMoy (hail not ferue.l will hauc forty moys. 

Boy, aske his name. 

2ty.Comant ettes v out apelles ? 

Frc». Monficur Fer. 

Boy . He fayes his name is matter Fer. 

Pifi -He Fer him, and ferit him,and ferke him. 

Boy difeufle the fame in French. 

'Boy. Sir I do not know whats French for Fer, ferite and 
fearke. 

Tifi . Bid him prepare,for I will cut his throat. 

Boy Feate,vou preat,ill voulles couple Yotrc gorge. 
Pifi . Onye ma foy couple la gorge, 

VnlelTc thougiue to me egregious ranfome, dye. 

One point of a fox. 

Fren. Qui ditill monfieur, 

111 ditye fi you ny vouly pa domy luy. 

Boy. La gran ranfome, ill voutueres. 

Fren, O ie vous en pri petit gentelhome, parle 
A cee, gran Captaine,pour auez mercie 
A moy, ey iee donerees pour mon ranfome' 

Cinquante ocios. Ie fuyes vngentelhome de France. 

Pifi. What fayes he boy ? 

’Boy. Marry fir he fayes he is a gentleman of a great 
Houfe ofFrance,artd for his ranfome i 
He will giuc you /oo.CroWnes. 

Pitt. My fury lhall abate. 

And I the Crownes will take/ 

And as I fucke blood, I will fomc mercie Ihew. 



ojHenty the fife. 

Follow me cur. 

Exit omms 

Enter the Kingjou Nohits ^dPifioll. 

King. What the French retire i 
Yet als not done, the French keepes ftill the field. 

£*.The Duke of Yorke commends him to your Grace. 
Kin. Liues he good vnkle,twicc I faw him downc. 
Twice vpagaine: 

From helmet to the fpur,all bleeding ore. 

Ext. In , which array ,braue fouldier doth he lye, 

Larding the plaines,and by his bloody fide, 

Yoake-fcllow to bis honour-dying wounds. 

The Noble Eatle of Suffolke alfo lyes. 

Suffolke firtt dyed, and Yorke all wounded ore 
Comes to him where in blood he lay all fteept. 

And takes him by the beard, kifles the galhes 
That bloudily did yawne vpon his face. 

And cryed alowd, tarry decrecoufin Suffolke : 

My foule (hall thine keepe company in heauen : 

Tarry deerefoule awhile, then flye to reft : 

And in this glorious and well-foughcen field. 

We kept togither in our Chiualry: 

Vpon thefe words I came and cheer’d them vp. 

He tooke me by the hand,faide deeremy Lorde> 
Commend my feruice to my Soueraigne, 

So did he turne, and ouec Sutfolkes necke 
He threw his wounded arme,and fo elpoufd to death 
With blood hefealed. An argument] 

Of neuer-ending loue. 

The pretty and lweete manner of it. 

Forc’d thofe watersfrom me, which I would haue ftopte, 
But I had not fo much of man in me. 

But all my mother came into my eyes. 

And g^KemeTp to tea res. 

Kin. I blame you not : for hearing you; 

I mutt conucrt to tcares. 



AUrnm 
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Alarum founds. 

What new alarum is this ? 

Bid euery fouldier kill his prifoner, 

/V/?. Couple gorge. Suit mutt, 

Enter Fleweden, 4nd faptaine (jower. 

Flew. Godes plud kill the boyes and the lugyge, 

Tis the arrants pcece of knauery as can be defired 
In the worell now,in your confcicncc now. 

Gower. Tis certaine, there’s not a boy left aliue. 

And the cowardly rafcals that ran from the battell, 
Themfelues haue done this flaughter ; 

Befidc,they haue carried away and burnt 
All that was in the Kings T ent .• 

Whereupon the king caufed euery prifoners 
Throat to be cut.Oh he is a worthy King. 

Flew. I,he was borne at Monmouth; 

Captaine G <wer,what call you the place where 
Alexander the big was borne ? 

Gower. Alexander the great. 

Flew. Why I pray,is not big great ? 

As if I fay, big, or great,or magnanimous, 

I hope tis all one reckoning, 

Saue the phrafe is a little varation. 

Gower. I thinke ^Alexander the great 
VV as borne at Macedon, 

His father was called Philip of dMacedon, 

As I take it. 

Flew. I thinke it was Macedon indeed 
Where Alexander was borne : 

Looke you Captaine (jower. 

And if you looke into the Maps of the worell well, 

You (hall finde little difference betweene 
UWacedon and Monmonh.Lookc you, there is 
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A Riuer in Macedon, and there is alfo a Riuer 
In Monmorth, the Riuers name at Monmorth 

But tisoutof my braine what is the name of the other: 
But tis all one, tis fo like, as my fingers is to fingers. 

And there is Samons in both. 

Looke you Captaine G«w,and you markc it. 

You {hall finde our King is come after Alexander, 

God knowes,andyou know, that Alexander in his 
Bowles,and his Ales, and his wrath, & his difpleafures 
And indignations,was kill his friend dim. 

Gow. 1 but our King is not like him in that. 

For he neuer kild any of his friends. 

Flew. Looke you, tis not well done to take the tale out 
Of a'mans mouth.ere it is made an end and finiftied: 

I fpeake in the comparifons, as Alexander is kill 
His friend Clim: fo our King being in his ripe 
Wits and iudgements, is turne away the fat Knitc 
With the great belly doublet.* 

I am forget his name. 

Gower Svc Iohn Falftaffe. 

Flew. I, I thinke it is Sir John Falftaffe indeed, 

I can tell you, there’s good men borne at Monmorth , 

Enter the King and his Lords. i 
King. I was not angry fince I came in France, 
Vntillthishoure. 

Take'a Trumpet Herauld, 

Arid ride vnto the horfemen on yon hiH : 

If they will fight with vs,bid them come downe. 

Or leaue theficld,they do offend our fight. 

Will they do neither, we will come to them. 

And make them skyr away, as faft 
As (tones enforc’d from the old Affyrian flings. 
Befides,weel cut the throats of thofe we haue. 

And not one aliue {hall tafte our mercy. 

F 



Enter 
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Enter the Herald. 

Gods will what meanes this ? know ft thou not 
That we haue fined rhefe bones of ours for ranfomc? 

Her. I come great King for charitable fauour, 

To fort our Nobles from our common men. 

We may haue leauc to bury all our dead. 

Which in the fielde lye fpoiled and troden on. 

Kin. I tell thee truly Herald, 

I do not know whether the day be ours or no : 

For yet a many of your French do keepe the field. 

Her. The day is yours. 

Kin. Praifed be God therefore s 
What Caftle call you that ? 

Her. We call it Agincourt. 

Kin , Then call we this the fielde of Agincourt, 

Fought on the day of Crifpin,Crifpianus. 

Flew. Your Grandfather of famous memory^ 

If your Grace be remembred,' 

Is do good feruice in France* 

King. Tis true Flewetlen. 

Flew. Your Maiefty fayes very true. 

And it pleafe your Maiefty, 

The Wclftimen there was do good feruice. 

In a Garden where Leekes did grow. 

And I thinke your Maiefty will take no fcornc. 

To weare a Leekcinyour cap vpon S,Dauics day. 
Jfwg.No Flewellcn, for I am Welfh as well as you. 
Flew. All the water in Wye will not wafti your welch 
Blood out of you. God keepe it, and preferue it. 

To his graces will and pleafure. 

King. Thankes good Countrey-roan* 

Flew . By Iefu I am your Maieftics Countryman, (mam 
3 care not who kno it,fo long as your maiefty is an honeft 
King. God keepe me fo. Our Herald go with him. 

And bring ys the number ofthefcattered French, 

Exit Heralds. 
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Call yonder fouldier hither. 

Flew. You fellow, come to the King. .... 

X/».Fellow,why doft thou weare that gloue in thv hat? 
Soul. And pleafe your maiefty, tis a rafcallcs thatfwag- 
gard with me the other day : and he hath one of mine, the 
which if euer l fee, I haue fworne to ftrike him : fo hath he 

the like to mee. „ . , . 

Kin.Uovi thinke youFlewellcn,is it lawfull to keep his 

^/.Vnd it pleafe your Maiefty tis lawful to keep his vow 
If he be periur’d once, he is as arrant a beggarly knaue, as 

treads vpon too blacke fhoocs. 

King. His enemy may be a Gentleman of worth. 

Flew. And ifhe be as good a Gentleman as Lucifer and 

Belzebub,and the diuell himfclfe, 

Tis ineete he keepe his vow. 

King. Well fin ha keepe your word , 

Vnder what Captaine ierueftthou? 

Soul.V nder Captaine Gower. 

Flew. Captaine Gower is a good Captaine, 

And hath good litterature in the warres. 

Kin. Go call him hither. 

Soul. I will my Lord. 

Exit fouldier. 

Kin. Captaine Flewellen, when Alanfon and I 
Were d6wne together, I tooke this gloue from s helmet, 
Heere Blewelien weare it. 

Ifany challenge it,he is a friend of silonfoHS) 

And an enemy to me. 

Flew. Your Maiefty doth me as great a fauour. 

As can be defired in the hearts of his fubie&s. 

I would fee that man now that wold challenge this gloue 
And it pl'cafeGod ofhis grace I would but fee him. 

That is all.! 

King.Flewellen knowft thou Captaine Gower ? 

Flew. Captaine Qower is my friend 
Fa 



And 



The Chronicle History 

And if it like your maiefty, I know him very well, 
King.Go call him hither. 

Flew. I will and it fhall pleafeyour maiefty, 
^.Follow FleweUen clofeiy at the heeles. 

The gloue he weares,it was the foldie'rs.’ 

It may be there will be harmc bctweenc them. 

For I do know Flewellen valiant. 

And being toucht,as hot as Gun-powder • 

And quickly will returne an iniury. 

Go fee there be no harme betwcenc them. 

Enter foptaine Gower, Flewellen , and the 

Soldier. 

Flew. C aptaine Gower , in the name of Iefu 
Come to his maiefty, there is more good towards you 
Then you can dreame of. 

Soul. Do you heare, you fir. 

Do you know this gloue? 

Flew. I know the gloue is a gloue. 

Soul . Sir I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

Fie {trikes him. 

Flew. Gods plur, and his Captaine Gower ftand away. 
He giuc treafon his dueprefently. 

Enter the King, Warwicke, Clarence , 
and Exeter, 

fo'»£.Hownow? Whats the matter ? 

Flew. And it fhall pleafeyour maiefty, 

^ eere is the notableft peecc of treafon come to llghr 
As you fhall defire to fee in a fommers day. 

H eere is a rafcall,beggerly rafcall is ftrike the gloue^ 
Which yo»r maiefty in perfon - 
Tooke out of the Helmet of u4lanfon : 

And your maiefty will bears me witneffej. 
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And teftimonies, and auouchments, 

That this is the gloue. > 

Soul. And it pleafe your maiefty, 

That was my gloue. 

He that I gaue it to in the night, 

in’s hat, 
ly worde. 

Flew. Y oat Maiefty heares, 

Vnder your Maieftyes man-hoode. 

What a beggerly lowfie knaue it is. 

King. Let me fee thy gloue. 

Looke you, thissis the fellow ofit. 

It was 1 indeede you promifed to ftrike. 

And thou haft giuen me mod bitter words. 
How canft thou make vs amends ? 

Flew. Let his necke anfwer it. 

If there be any marfhals law in the worell. 

Soul. My Liege, 

All.offenccs come from the heart: 

Ncuer came any from mine 
To offend your Maiefty. 

You appeard to me but as a common man: 
Wiincffe the night, your garments. 

Your lowlineffe 5 and whatfoeucr 
You receiued vnder that habite, 

Ibefeech your maiefty, impute it 
To your owne fault, and not to mine. 

For your felfe came not like your felfe : 

Had you bcene as you feemed then to mee, 

I had made no offence,my gracious Lord, 
Therefore I befeech your grace to pardon me. 

Kin. Vncklc, fill the gloue with Crownes, 
And giue it to the fouldicr. 

Wcarc ii.fcllow, 

F 3 



Promifed me to weare it in his hat : 

I promifed to ftrike him if he did. 

I met that Gentleman with my gloue 
And I thinke I haue bene as good as n 
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As an honour in thy cap, till I do challenge it. 

Gi ue him the Crownes. Come Captaine tlcwelkn 
I muft needs haueyou friends. 

View, By Iefus, the fcllowe hath mettall enough in hk 
belly. 

Harkc you fouldier, There is a filling for you. 

And keepelyour felfc out of brawlcs. 

And prabbles, and diffentions. 

And looke you, it fhall be the better for you. 

Soul, lleinone of your money fir,not I. 

Flew . Why tis a good filling mans 
Why fhouid you be queamifh ? 

Your fhooes are not fo good. 

It will ferue you to mend your fhooes. 

Kin. What men of fort are taken vncklel? 

Exe , Charles DukcofOrleance,Nephew to the King, 
John Duke of Burbon,and Lord BeuchquaH. 

Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 

Full fiftecne hundred, befides common men. 

This note doth tell me of ten thoufand 
French, that in the fielde lyes flaine. 

Of Nobles bearing banner* in the fielde, 

Charles de le Brute , high Conftanble of France, 
laejues of Chatillian , Admirall of France, 

The mafter ofthe Croffc-bowes % tohn Duke Alenfon, 
Lord KambiereSy high Mafter of France. 

The braue fir Dolphin. Of Nobclle Charillas, 

Gran Frit and RoJJe , Fawconbridgc and Foy, t 
Gerard and Merten, Vandemant and Lefira. 

King. Hceres was a royall fellowfhip of death. 

Where is the number of our English dead ? 

Exe. Edward the Duke of Yorke,the Earle ofSuffolke, 
Sir Richard Ket/y, Dauj (jam Efquire, 

Aud of all the othcr,but fiuc and twenty. 

King. O God, thy armc was hcere. 

And vnto thee alone, aferibe we praife ; 



When 
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When without flratageme, 

And euen in fhocke of battell.was cuer heard 
So great and little Ioffe, on one part and another? 

Take it O God, for it is onely thine. 

Ewr.Tis wonderful!. r' 

Kin. Come, let vs go on proccflion through the camper 
Let it be death proclaim’d to any man 
To boaft heereof, or fake the praife from God, 

Which is his due. 

Flew. Is itlawfull.and it plcafcyour Matefty, 

To tell how many is kild ? 

Kin. Yes Flewellen, 

But with this acknowledgement. 

That God fought for vs. 

Flew. Yes in my conference, he did vs great good. 
kin. Let there be fungNououes and Te Dcum, 

The dead with charity enter* d in clay: 

Weelthen to piUce, and to England then. 

Where nere from France; arriu’d more happier men. i 

Exitomnes . 

Inter Gower and Flewellen. 

Gower. But why do you weareyour Leeke to day i 
Saint Dauies is paftf 

Flew , There is occafion Captaine Gower, 

Looke you why, and wherefore : 

The other day looke you, Piftolles ' 

Which, you know is a man of no merites 

In the worell, is come where I was the other day. 

And brings bread and fait, and biddes mee 
Eatomy Leeke: twas in a place, looke you. 

Where I could mooue no diffentions. 

But ifl can fee him, I fhall tell him 
A little of my defires. 

Gw. Heere he comes fyvelling like a Turky- cocke. 1 

Enter 







II 






' i [ i' 



The Ckrmcle Hitt try 
Enter Pittoll, 

Flewellen. Tis no matter for his fwelling.and his turki- 
cockes, 

God pleffeyon Ancient Piftoli, you fcall, 

Beggerly, lowfy knaue.Godpleffeyou. 

Pfi. Ha, art thou Bedlem? 

Doit thou thurft bafe Troyan, 

To haue me folde vp Pur cm fatall web ? 

Hence, I am qualmifh at the fmell of Leeke. 
flew. Ancient Pi (toll. 

I -would defirey ou becaufc it doth not agree 
With your ftomackes, and your appetites, 

And your digeftions, to cate this Leeke* 

Pifi. Not for fadwallader and ail his Goats, . 

Hew. There is one Goate for you, ancient Piftol. 

* He Strikes him. 



Pifi. Bafe Troyan, thou (bait dye.] 

Flewellen. I, I know I (ball dye r 
But in the meane time,I would deiire you 
To liue and eate this Leeke. 

Gower. Enough Captaine, 

You haue aftonifht him, it is enough,' 

Flewel. Aftonifhthim, 

By Iefu.Ile beate his head fouredayes 
And foure nights too, but lie make him 
Eate fome part of my Leeke. 

Pitt. Well mufti bite? 

Flew. I out of queftion, or doubt, or ambiguities, 
You muft bite. 




He makes Ancient Pifioll kite of the Leeke . 
iflol. Good, good. 



flewel 
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of Henry the fift. 

Flewellen. I Leekes are good, ancient Pifioll. 

Looke you now, there is a filling for you 
To heale your bloody coxcombe. 

Pifi. Me a (billing. 

Flew. If you will not take it, 

I haue another Leeke for you. 

pitt . I take thy (hilling in earneft of reckoning. 

Flew. If I owe you any thing, 

1 will pay you in Cudgelles : 

You (hall be a Wood-monger, 

And buy Cudgels. And foGod be with you 
Ancient Piftoli, God pleffc you. 

And heale your broken pate. 

Ancient Pifioll, if you fee Leekes another time, 

Mockc at them,that is all: God bwy you. 

Exit Flewellen, 

Pitt. All hell (hall ftirre for this. 

Doth Fortune play the hufwife with me now ? 

Is honour cudgeld from my warlike loynes ? 

Well France farewell, newes haue I certainly 
That Doll is ficke. One malady of France 
The warres affoordeth nought,home will I trug. 

Baud will I turne,and vfe the flight of hand s 
To England will I ftcale. 

And there He fteale : 

And patches will I get vnto tbefe fcarres. 

And fweare I gat them in the Gallia warres. j 

Exit Pifioll 

Enter at one doore , the\King of England and his 

Lords, 

And at the other doore, the King of France, Queene 
Katherine , the Duke of Ear bon, 

and others, 

G Har, 




The Chronicle History 

Harry . Peace to this meeting. 

Wherefore we are met, 

And to our brother France, fairetime of day, 

Faire health vnto our louely coufin Katherine 
And as a branch, and member of this ftocke * 

We do falute you, Duke of Burgundy. 

Fran. Brother of England, 

Right ioyous are we to behold your face. 

So are we Princes Englifh euery one. 

‘Duke. With pardon vnto yourmightinefle ,< 

Let it not difpleafe you, if] demaund 
W hat rub or barre hath thus farre hindred you 
T o keepe you from the gentle fpeech of peace ? 

Har. ItDuVc of 'Burgundy you would hauc peace, 
Youmuftbuy that peace. 

According as wchaue drawne our Articles. 

Fran. We hauc but with a curforary eye 
Ore-view’d them ; pleafeth your Grace, 

To letfomc of your Gounfcll fit with vs. 

We fhall rcturnc our peremptory anfwer, 

Har. Go Lords, and fit with them. 

And bring vs anfwer backe. 

yet leaue our coufen Katherine hcere behind. 

Fran. Withall our hearts. 

Exit French King and the Lords, 

Manet ,kjng Henry, Katherine , and the 

Gent lea ontan i 

Har. Now Kate, 

You haue a blunt wooer heere left with you. 

If I could winne thee at Leape-frog, 

Or with vauting with my armour on my backe 
Into my faddle. 

Without bragge be it fpoken, 

Ide make compare with any. i 



of Henry the Jift. 

But leauing that Kate, 

If thou takeft me now, 

Thou (halt haue me at the wotft, 

And in wearing thou (halt haue me better and better. 
Thou fhalt haue a face that is not worth fun-burning. 
But doeft thou thinkc, that thou and I,j 
Bctweene Saint Denis and Saint George, 

Shall get a boy, that (hall go to Conllantmople, 

And take the great Turke by the beard ? 

Ha, Kate. 

Kate. Is itpoflible datme fall 
Loue de enemy de France. 

Harry , No Kate, 

It is vnpolfible you ftiould loue the enemy of France.* 

For Kate I loue France fo wellj 

That lie not leaue a village, 

lie haue it all mine. Then Kate,} 

When France is mine. 

And I am yours : 

Then France is yours. 

And you are mine. 

Kate. I cannot tell what is dat. 

Harry.No Kate, 

Why He tell you in French, 

Which will hang vpon my tongue, like a bride 
Onber new married husband. 
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The Chronicle HiUery 

To conquer the kingdome, 

Then to fpeake fo much more French, 

Kate. AyourMaiefiy 
Has falfe France enough, to dccciue 
Debeft Lady in France. 

Harry. No faith Kate not I. 

But Kate prethee tell me in plaine tearmes, 

Dott thou loue me? 

Kate. 1 cannot tell. 

Harry. No: Can of any your Neighbours tel, 
Jleaskethcm. 

Come Kate, 1 know you loue me. 

And foonc when you arc in your Cloffct, 

Youle queftion this Lady of me: 

But I pray thee fweet Kate,vfe me mercifully, 
Becaufe I loue thee cruelly. 

That 1 fiiall dyeKate, is fure: 

But for thy loue by the Lord neuer. 

What wench. 

A ftraight backe will grow crooked, 

A round eye will grow hollow, 

A great legge will waxe (mall, 

A curld pate prooue bald : 

But a good heart Kate is the Sun and the Moon, 
And rather the Sun and, not the Moone : 

And therefore Kate take me. 

Take a fouldier, take a fouldier, 

Take a king: 

Therefore tell me Kate, wilt thou haue mee ? 
Kate. Dat is as pleafe de king my Father, 
Harry. Nay it will pleafe him, 

Nay it (hall pleafe him Kate, 

And vpon that condition Kate ile kiffe thee. 

Ka.O mon du ie ne voudroy faire quelk choffe 
Pour toute le monde, 

Ce ne poynt rotree faehion en fauor. 
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of Henry the fift, 

Harry. What fayes (he Lady ? 

Lady. Dat it is not de fafion in France 
For de tmides.befor da be married to 
May foy ie oblye,what is to baffie ? 

Har. To kiffe, to kiffe. * 

O that tis not the fafhion in France 

For the maids to kiffe before they are married. 
Lady. Owye fee votree grace. 

Har. Well, weel breake that cuftome.* 
Therefore Kate patience perforce and yeelde. 
Before God Kate you haue witchcraft 
In your kiffes : 

And may perfwadc with me more 
Then all the French Councell. 

Your father is returned. 

Ehter the Kings of France yind the 

hordes* 

How now my Lords? 

Fran. Brother of England, 

We haue ordered the Articles, 

And haue agreed to all that we in fedule had. 

Bxe. Onely he hath not fubferibed this. 
Where your Maiefty demands. 

That the King of France hauing any occafion 
To write for matter of grant. 

Shall name yourHighneffein this forme: 

And with this addition in French, 

Nofire trejher fil<,, Henry Koy d‘ Angleterre, 

I hearede France. And thus in Latinc : 
Frcclarijfmms ft lux nosier Henricns Rfx Anglia , 
Et heres Francia . 

Fran. Nor this haue we fo nicely flood vpon. 
But you faire brother may intreat the fame. 

G 3 
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The Chronicle Hifoyf 
Horry. Why chcn let this among the reft 
\ Haue his full courfc : And withall. 

Your daughter Katherine in marriage, 

Fran. This and what clfe 
your Maiefty fhall craue : 

God that difpofeth all,giue you much ioy, 
tiar. Why then faire Katherine, 

Come giue me thy hand : 

Our matriage will weprefent folemnize. 
And end our hatred by a bond ofloue. 

Then will I fwcare to Kate, and Kate to me. 
And may our vowes once made,Ynbroken be, 

* 



FlS^fS. 
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